The Life add Depth' 

As thoughts of things Divine, are intermixt 
With fcruples , and do fet the Faith itfelfe 
Againft theFaith ; as thus Come little ones jandthen 
It is as hard to come, as fora Camell ( againe, 

Tothred the pofterne oFa Needles eye* 

Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot 
Vnlikely wonders ; how thefe vaine weakc nailes 
Mayteare a pafiage throughthe Flinty ribbes 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon walles ; 

And for they cannot, dye in their owne pride* 

Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themfelvcs, » 
That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaves, 
Norlhallnotbe thelaft* Likelilly Beggars, 

Who fitting in the Stockes , refufe that fliame . 

That many have , and others muft (it there ; 

And inthisthought, they finde a kind of eafe, 

Bearing their owne misforiune on the backe 
Of fuch as have before indur'd the like* 

Thus play I in one Prifon, many people. 

And nonecontented. Sometimes am I King ; 

Then Treafon makes me wilh my felfe a Begger, 

And lb lam. Then crufning penury, 

Perfwadesme, I was better when a King j 
Then am I king’d againe ;and by and by, 

Thinke that I am un-king’d by Bullingbrooke, 

And flraight am nothing-But what ere I am, Muficke, 
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing {hall be pleas’d, till he be eas’d 
With being nothing. Muficke doe Iheare ? 

Ha, ha ? keepe time ; How fowre ftveec Muficke is, 
When time is broke , and no Proportion kept ? 

So is it in the Muficke ofmens lives -* 

And here have I the daintinefle of eare, 

To heare time broke in a diforder’d firing : 

But for the Concord of my State and time, 

Had not an eare to heare my true Time broke. 

2 wafted Time, and now doth Time wafte me :■ 

- or now hath time made me his numbrine Clocke ' 

' My 


of Richard the fetond. 

Kfv thoughts are minutes ; and with fighes they iarre, 

Thete watches to mine eyes the outward W atch. 

Whereto my finger, like a Diall's point, 

Is novnting Hill, in clenfmg them from teares. 

fir, the found that tels what hbure it is, 

,\ re clamorous grones, that'ftrlke upon my heart. 

Which is the bell : lb fighes and teares, and grones. 

Shew minutes, honres, and times : O but my time 
Runs noa fling on;ip BMngbrookes proud ioy. 

While I Band foclifig Here, biVyaCke oTh’ Ciocke. 

This Muficke mads me, let it found no rribre, : 

For though it havcholpe mad men to their wits. 

In me it feemes,it will make, wife-men mad : 

Yet bletfing on his heart that gives it me ; 

For ’tis a figne oflove, and love to Richard, 

Isa ftrangc brooch, in this all-hating world. 

Enter Groenta 
Grov. Haile Royall Prince. 

Ific/i.ThankesNoble Peere* 

The cheapeft of us,is ten gtotes to deare* • . 

What art. thou ? And how com’ft thou hither? 

Where no man ever comes,but that fad dogge 
That brings me food, to make misfortune live? 

Groo. I was a pOore Groome of thy ftablfe'(King) L) 
When thou wer’t King, who travelling towards Yorke, 
With much adob, at length hatfe gotten leave 
To looke upon my(fomecimes Royall) matters face* 

0 how it yern’d my heart, wheh I beheld 
In London ftreets, that, Corronation day, 

When Bttllingbrooke rods on Roane .Barbary, ; ** 
ThatHorfe, that thou fo often haft beftridy 
That Horfc, that 1 fo carefully haue dreft* 

■S»c/i,Rode he on Barbary ? tell me gentle friend. 

How went he under him ? 

Groo. So proudly,as if he had difdain d the grotlpd, 
tu ^ * S° proud jtHafc -Bul/ivQbntoke wh^bn hi^Mdfce j 

That jade hath eate bread from my Royall hand. 

1 his hand hath made him proud with clapping him* 

S3 Would 
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